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Man  should  make  much  of  life,  as  Nature's  table, 
Wherein  she  writes  the  cypher  of  her  glory. 
Forsake  not  Nature,  nor  misunderstand  her : 
Her  mysteries  are  read  without  faith's  eyesight : 
She  speaketh  in  our  flesh :  and  from  our  senses 
Delivers  down  her  wisdoms  to  our  reason. 

FULKE  GREVILLE. 


There  is  a  science  of  the  aspects  of  things,  as  well 
as  of  their  nature ;  and  it  is  as  much  a  fact  to  be 
noted  in  their  constitution,  that  they  produce  such 
and  such  an  effect  upon  the  eye  or  heart,  as  that 
they  are  made  up  of  certain  atoms  or  vibrations  of 
matter. 

RUSKIN. 
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HAWKS   AT   SUNSET 

UP-RIVER  pours  a  crisp  and  curling  gale ; 

The  slack  upheaval  of  the  lake 
Clips  on  the  rapid  air  that  tense  and  pale 

From  off  his  feet  doth  shake 
Darkness,  and  from  his  shoulders  trail 

Far  into  night  a  sunset-coloured  wake. 

Tight-bodied  hawks,  their  fishy  tails  aswing 
And  ragged  pinions  ribb'd  with  light, 

Float  circling  upward  on  the  inward  wing, 
Oft  peering  left  and  right, 

Or  from  the  faded  zenith  fling, 
Where   clasps  her  ghost  the  Moon,  en- 
nobling night. 


B 


NIRVANA 

FACT  slumbers  ;  airy  pressures  creep 
In  ear  and  nostril  wide  asleep  ; 
Sense-echoes  whisper  plain, 
Oblivious  of  the  depth  of  things, 
The  seaward  ecstasy  that  swings 
Tides  of  the  quick  to  chaos  in  the  brain. 

Now  jaded  drab  Desire 

Shoals  off  in  clots  of  fire, 
Oil-isles,  adrift  between  the  sun  and  sea ; 

And  inly  leaning,  free 

As  vessels  at  the  buoy, 
Rides  at  her  self-sufficiency  my  monumental 

Joy- 
Mine  ?     What  am  I  to  freeze 

A  feeling  or  a  fact 
In  barren  trinities 

Of  person,  object,  act, 
To  cage  a  joy  and  clip  his  wings, 
Whose  magic  runs  from  thought  to  things  ? 


And  what  is  consciousness  to  me 
That  it  should  fit 
My  narrow  wit 

And  shut  the  door  on  ecstasy  ? 
When  I  am  conscious  of  my  glee, 
I  do  not  share  in  it. 

There  is  a  straining  and  a  yearning, 
The  brunt  of  life  is  but  a  burning, 
And  I,  a  name 
Giv'n  to  a  flame  ; 
Or  kindled  or  put  out, 
Within  me  or  without, 
'Tis  burning,  straining,  yearning,  still  the 
same. 

I  writhe,  a  dragon  in  my  coils 

That  end  where  they  begun, 
A  spider  tangled  in  the  toils 

From  mine  own  belly  spun — 
Hush  !     Fan  not  anger's  fire  ! 
Stir  not  the  ripple  of  desire  ! 
'Tis  rest,  not  effort,  to  aspire, 

When  what  is  lost,  is  won. 

Out  from  the  harbour  of  her  fate 
How  hardly  warps  the  barque, 

Whose  self  is  captain,  and  his  freight 
That  self-illusion  dark  ! 


How  haltingly  she  tacks, 
Broaches  and  luffs,  as  the  wind  veers  and 
backs  ! 

But  when  she  feels  the  offshore  gale, 

Spreads  rippling  out  and  taut  her  sail : 
Her  gunwale  dips  :  her  mast  astir 

Slopes  to  the  stress  behind  ; 
And  gently  leans  the  wind  on  her, 

And  she  upon  the  wind. 


But  what  is  left  ashore 
Whence  I  am  sped  ? 

A  body,  blind  and  frore, 
Deaf,  vapid,  dead  ? 


Still  o'er  the  palate  mounts  like  wine 
Life's  general  talisman  divine  ; 

Still  airy  pressures  creep 
In  ear  and  nostril  wide  asleep  ; 
No  vision  banned,  no  joy  forbidden, 

No  prim  polarity  behind  : 
Oh  !  Nature  has  no  secret  hidden 

Safe  from  the  selfish  and  the  blind  ; 
The  local  fallacy  disguises 

The  universal  warmth  of  motion, 
The  drift  of  joy,  the  live  surprises, 

That  heave  in  earth  and  air  and  ocean. 


A  richer  meaning  hits  the  unfettered  sense, 
With    floating    heavens'    elaborate    halo 

crowned  : 

That  feels  a  silence  surging  and  intense 
Break  out  in  waves  of  colour,  light  and 

sound  ; 

And  there,  in  rapture  drowned, 
Free  launching  limbs  and  naked  fleeting 

faces 
Caught    unawares   in    wide   wind-shaded 

places, 
And  in  hot  eddies  of  their  colour  swirled 

Lorn  eyes  in  spellbound  spaces  ; 
And  under  night's  predominance,  around 
The  slumbering  senses  delicately  curled, 
The  sweet  illusion  of  a  hopeless  world. 


IN   NA-LIN   VILLAGE 

IN  Na-lin  village  loitering 
'Twixt  sun  and  moon  at  eve, 
Time  hovers  spellbound  on  the  wing 
Awhile,  where  mountains  heave 
Their  sober  circle  brown  and  pale, 
And  Twilight  sheeted  in  the  vale 
Her  art  is  loth  to  leave, 
In  Na-lin  village  loitering, 
'Twixt  sun  and  moon,  at  eve. 

The  cattle,  tranced,  as  if  they  grew 

Amid  the  grasses  still, 

Stand  motionless  and  large  and  blue 

Before  the  shimmering  hill ; 

The  whiteness  of  a  bird  between 

A  floating  disc  of  horns  is  seen 

Outspread  and  immobile, 

Where  cattle  stand  as  if  they  grew 

Amid  the  grasses  still. 


A  throat  of  water  clear  and  round, 

From  field  to  field  outpoured, 

Gathers  the  solemn  power  of  sound 

Within  its  courses  stored, 

That  rising  heavily  is  spread 

Faint  shuddering  o'er  the  mountain-head, 

Then  stoops  in  cadence  toward 

The  throat  of  water  clear  and  round, 

From  field  to  field  outpoured.  t 

Now  pales  the  plain  ;  the  hills  draw  near  ; 

The  flowers  of  heaven  unfold, 

And  in  the  lifted  day  appear 

Webbed  in  with  silken  gold  ; 

While  in  the  vale  the  virgin  mist 

By  gleam  or  glimmer  to  her  tryst 

Approaches,  shy  or  bold, 

When  pales  the  plain,  the  hills  draw  near, 

And  flowers  of  heaven  unfold. 

In  Na-lin  village  loitering 
'Twixt  sun  and  moon  at  eve, 
I  feel  the  forms  of  nature  cling 
In  the  design  they  weave  ; 
A  little  while  ere  spaces  spread, 
Ere  beauty  that  is  born,  is  dead, 
And  I  am  left  to  grieve, 
In  Na-lin  village  loitering, 
'Twixt  sun  and  moon,  at  eve. 


NIGHTFALL  AT  THE  KANDAWGYI 

THE  motors  cower  around  the  level  track — 
Ink-shadows,  dragged  behind  a  leash  of  fires, 
That  pulled  obliquely  out  and  flattened  back 
Thro'  square  and  lozenge  to  a  point,  expires. 

Four  posted  lamps,  the  sentinels  of  space, 
Their  oily  ripples  of  red  darkness  shake 
In  broken  streaks,  whose  fine  converging  rays 
Fall  vertical  across  the  level  lake. 

In  leaden  mounds  of  foliage  the  trees 
Lie  heavy,  sprawling,  o'er  the  tumid  down  ; 
The  bell-pagoda  climbs  in  curl  and  crease, 
Warped,  swollen,  tapering  to  its  pendulous 
crown. 

The  stars  detached  in  their  benighted  day 
Shrink  back  aloft  in  loneliness  and  dearth, 
Nor  lean  a  shadow  nor  direct  a  ray 
To  touch  the  naked  blackness  of  the  earth. 


PRESBYOPIA 

MEN  sweat  and  cry. 

I  muse  and  leer. 
I  have  an  eye, 

But  not  a  tear. 

I  can  descry 

(And  yet  I  sing) 
No  poetry 

In  anything. 

A  naughty  planet. 

Yet,  as  poet, 
I  love  to  scan  it, 

Hate  to  know  it. 

There's  beauty  there, 
Solid  and  sad — 

A  strangled  bear, 
An  ape  gone  mad, 


A  boy  on  stilts, 
A  snail-eyed  god, 

Women  in  quilts, 
And  men  in  quod. 

Elbow  on  knee 
I  muse  and  blink, 

And  thoughtless  see, 
Or  sightless  think. 
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CROUCHED,  and  taut  as  the  knee  ere  the  race 

begin  ; 
Tireless  and  endless  and  eager :    a  tropical 

tree 
Bark-scarr'd  deep  with  the  terrible  burgeon, 

and  still 

Quick    with    the    rock- rending    throes   in- 
exhaustible— thus  the  divine 
Pelides,    when    leaning    his    spear    in    the 

tamarisk,  he 
Leapt  from  the  rock  as  a  torrent  to  torrent, 

his  hair 

Strained,  as  the  hair  of  the  Pythian  charioteer, 
Back,  as  his  soul  swept  onward  laughing,  or 

e'er 
Coiled  in  the  wrestle  with  eddying  Xanthus 

(so 
Coileth    the   gold    with    the   gravel   of  old 

Pactolus,  and  men 
Gather  with  fingers  a  ransom  of  kings  and 

are  glad)  ; 


ii 


Such  on  the  brink,  so  famoused,  Achilles, 

naked  and  tall, 
Coping  a  victor  an  odds  invincible,  not  to 

be  coped, 
Stooped  to  the  water  and  breasted  it,  proud 

as  a  swan, 
Calm  as   the  neck  of  a  swan  of   Cayster ; 

stretcht  as  a  ship 
Thrusting  twin  sea-jostling  waves  from  her 

sides, 
A  mountain  piled  at  her  prow  and  a  furrow 

astern. 
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I  HAMMER  minds.     I  melt  not  wax. 
I  quicken  hearts  by  bruising  backs. 

Some  coax  a  courteous  tear,  but  I 
Like  Samson  smite  you,  hip  and  thigh. 

O  sweat  not  in  the  sunlight  huge  ! 
A  star's  a  better  febrifuge. 

Time  straggles  on  from  date  to  date : 
The  sun  inherits,  stars  create. 

Their  knife  is  keen  ;   they  take  no  heed  ; 
Men  feel  no  surgery,  but  bleed. 

So  fettle  be  my  style  ;  so  far  1 
And  glitter  like  a  frosty  star. 


NIL  PRAETER  NUBES  ET  CAELI 
NUMEN  ADORANT 


UPROSE  a  poet  with  the  lark 

From  dingy  day  to  lucid  dark, 

Where  soaring  wreaths  of  sight  surround 

Dim  wells  of  overflowing  sound, 

Till  poised  in  pride  of  place  the  bird, 

'Twixt  love  of  height  and  home  suspended, 

Sweet  casuist,  the  cadence  slurred 

By  song's  ascent  as  he  descended, 

And  down  aweary  fluttering  ever, 

And  singing  still,  as  wearied  never, 

Wheeled  wide,  and  hovering  slipped  to  rest 

Within  the  circle  of  his  nest. 


II 

NOT  so  the  poet.     Theirs  the  grace- 
To  ride  secure  the  strength  of  space 
Who  feel,  alive  to  brain  and  breast, 
A  world  of  naught  but  meaning  pressed  ; 
Free  as  a  kite  that  children  sail, 
Soaring,  the  more  they  tug  it,  higher 
Athwart  the  dip  and  plunge  of  the  gale, 
Buoyant  and  sinuous  as  fire  ; 
So  bodies — earth's  half-fossil  ghouls — 
Can  trail  aloft  dilated  souls, 
That  warped  oblique  expatiate 
Firm  on  the  rolling  spheres  of  fate. 


Ill 

WHERE  folly  builds  her  paradise 
Dim  seen  of  the  dim-sighted  wise, 
Poets  who  in  their  senses  live 
Hold  heaven  and  earth  in  perspective  ; 
Above  the  wreck  that  thoughts  create, 
The  salvage  that  the  creeds  endeavour, 
They  hover  in  the  clouds  of  fate, 
Yet  tangle  in  the  lightning  never  ; 
Where  melt  the  misty  streamers  free 
In  oceans  of  transparency, 
They  flash  across  the  turquoise  height 
The  jasper-studded  shield  of  night. 
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IV 


AT  vaulted  dawn  the  sun  expands 
His  brazen  trumpet  o'er  the  sands, 
Blazing  a  diapason  clear 
O'er  earth's  returning  hemisphere ; 
And  focussed  thence  the  firmament 
Is  veined  and  parqueted  and  stippled, 
The  mist  with  opal  spangles  sprent, 
The  wave  with  mottled  rose  o'er-rippled ; 
The  ravelled  vapour  ramps  and  foams 
Enormous  o'er  the  western  domes 
Where  weltered  cloud-heads'  snowy  leaven 
Mantles  along  the  lip  of  heaven. 


WHEN  desultory  shade  bestrides 
Wry-mounching  cattle's  sprawling  sides ; 
At  sunset,  when  their  shadows  race 
Across  the  infinity  of  space ; 
When  on  this  Gothic  globe  embossed 
(Spasmodic  feet  and  tail  a-quiver) 
Their  features  in  their  bulk  are  lost, 
Their  motion  merged  in  nature's  river ; 
Then  darkling  I  the  drift  divine 
Of  God's  ubiquitous  design, 
And  feel  the  formal  world  obtrude 
His  absolute  explicitude. 
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VI 


THE  trees  in  noonday  stature  swayed 
A  heavy-skirted  bulk  of  shade ; 
In  chequer  cursive,  dazzling  dun, 
Leaves  danced  attendance  on  the  sun ; 
When,  sudden,  thrills  opaquely  louring 
A  shudder  o'er  the  air;  a  cloud 
Swells  out  of  naught ;  a  tempest  towering 
Shakes  out  its  lashing  volume  loud  ; 
The  welkin  stirred  like  turbid  oils 
Dart  lustre  through  their  leaden  coils, 
Till  sheeted  vapour  blots  the  sky 
Glazed  over  as  a  madman's  eye. 


VII 

THE  mountain  heaves — the  cornice  cranes, 
And  stooping  flings  toward  the  plains 
A  spur  whose  frounced  skirts  reveal 
A  rider  urging  wheel  on  wheel ; 
Behind  and  o'er  him,  as  an  ear 
Black  lobed  and  inly  convoluted, 
The  storm  writhes  up  the  hemisphere, 
With  hollow  following  thunder  bruited  ; 
And  man  and  mountain,  wheel  and  storm, 
Outspeed  not  nor  retard  the  Form 
That  taut  or  fleeting,  warped  or  straight, 
Leads  on  the  serried  tide  of  fate. 
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VIII 

THE  equatorial  storm-fleets  sweep 
Torpedo-clouded  o'er  the  deep ; 
Beneath  their  pitchy  garboard  strake 
Slants  rain  as  drop-keel  in  their  wake ; 
While  forth  across  the  level  blast 
Is  seen  a  mortal  vessel  toiling — 
A  butting  stem,  a  heeling  mast, 
Uprearing,  plunging,  and  recoiling ; 
And  fain,  beyond  the  crested  sea, 
Beside  an  idle  anchor  she 
Would  lean  at  tilt  on  yonder  strand, 
Careened  along  the  shelving  sand. 


IX 


THE  sunset  blooms,  a  lurid  flower, 
O'er  heaven's  machicolated  tower — 
A  steely  corbelled  cloud,  whose  mass 
No  glint  of  flaring  day  can  pass, 
Save  where  below  the  sombre  pier 
Broached  from  a  sluice  unseen  is  shed 
A  flaming  torrent,  branching  sheer 
Upon  the  jagg'd  horizon's  head, 
Or  where  the  stark  embrasures  fret 
With  flange  of  gold  the  parapet 
Of  laminated  vapour  dry, 
Marbled  upon  an  ashen  sky. 
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X 

THE  lunar  arc  approaches  white 
The  cope  of  day-inwoven  night; 
Curve  riding  curve,  a  silvery  keel 
Poised  on  a  trembling  wave,  they  wheel ; 
The  twilight  colours  wreathe  below 
Voluminous,  and  upward  driven 
Flicker  from  fire  to  smoke,  and  throw 
Their  upas  branches  over  heaven  ; 
Great  horns  of  darkness  inward  rolled 
The  corners  of  the  moon  enfold, 
Till  mid  the  ebon  cope  of  night 
Gleams  as  a  gem  her  crescent  white. 


XI 


'Tis  night.     A  wry  and  straggling  rout 

Of  individual  stars  are  out, 

Formless  and  fitfully  disjoined 

Like  cold  abstractions  in  the  mind ; 

Detached  identities  ;  the  sum 

Of  motes  our  quick  conceit  embraces 

That  fills  the  starving  vacuum 

Of  thought  with  blank  unfeatured  faces ; 

Only  a  tremor  of  eyes — a  spark 

Of  meaning  struck  from  dark  to  dark — 

A  clue  for  ever  lost — the  spot 

Remembered  and  the  sense  forgot. 
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XII 

GAUNT  raying  astres  lean  their  weight 
To  plot  the  gnomon  of  our  fate ; 
.Orion's  scabbard,  eyed  askance, 
Menaces  the  roots  of  chance ; 
And  Saturn  plunging  in  his  traces 
Ramps  upward,  as  a  soul  confined 
By  intermittent  times  and  spaces, 
To  peaks  dimensionless  of  mind, 
Where  Uttermost  and  Inmost  melt 
Like  light  and  shadow,  seen  and  felt: 
Transfigured  into  meaning,  Form 
Immediate  is,  and  strange,  and  warm. 


SUTTEE 

WHEN  all  is  said  and  done, 

I  but  add  one 
More  shadow  to  the  sun. 

What  conscience  ne'er  so  strict 

Was  ever  pricked 
To  leave  me  derelict 

On  hollow  seas,  alone  ? 

I  can  condone 
The  world's  old  heart  of  stone. 

What  pains,  at  what  a  price  ! 

No  venal  vice, 
But  a  conscience  too  nice 

Has  put  me  from  the  pale 

Of  human  hail, 
And  makes  me  hoist  my  sail. 
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What  fate  cannot  approve 
Cease,  friend,  to  move, 
Nor  chill  with  counsel  love. 

Come,  body,  since  thou  art 

The  better  part, 
And  leave  with  him  the  heart. 
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BURMA 

GOOD  land  of  laughing  field  and  fen, 

And  laughing  men, 
And  stately  women  that  do  wear 

Spring  in  their  hair, 
And  Autumn  at  their  hips,  where  ride 

Their  babes  astride : 
Ah  !  bountiful  of  beauty,  spread 

O'er  home  and  head 
By  day's  strong  focus,  and  the  white 

Extended  night. 
The  halo  of  their  moon  they  bear 

Scarfed  in  their  hair; 
Snow  on  their  bosom ;  and  beneath, 

A  rainbow  wreath 
Picked  up  in  many  a  silken  pleat 

O'erflows  their  feet. 
Their  manners  are  not  art,  nor  born 

'Twixt  fear  and  scorn  ; 
Incurious  welcome  and  a  warm 

Phaeacian  charm 
Grace  huts  without  a  bolt  or  door. 

On  matted  floor, 
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In  bamboo  palace  thatcht  with  palm, 

Cross-legged  and  calm, 
Alcinous  with  princely  air 

Deals  stranger-fare, 
The  leaf  of  tea  or  betel,  cates 

On  lacquered  plates, 
Ginger  and  cinnamon  and  spice 

And  golden  rice. 
His  wife  sits  sidelong,  and  parades 

Twills  and  brocades, 
Merchant  and  artist  both,  engrossed 

In  colour  and  cost. 
Nausicaa,  with  elbows  brown, 

And  high-tired  gown, 
Is  bathing  at  the  stream,  but  lest 

Her  footstep  pressed 
Cloud  the  good  water,  kneels  and  prays 

The  river's  grace. 
The  nested  egg,  the  uddered  milch, 

They  do  not  filch, 
But  liefer  far  their  habit  make 

To  give  than  take : 
Their  reverence  made,  with  lifted  palms 

They  proffer  alms, 
Which  barefoot  monks  in  yellow  rank 

Nor  ask,  nor  thank, 
But  pass,  with  lowered  bowl  and  eye, 

Bare-shouldered  by. 
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ARS  POETICA 

WHAT  hope,  if  ere  the  mortal  Touch  divide 
With  instant  dissolution  soul  and  sense, 
We  live  in  idiom  in  a  world  of  fact  ? 
The  flux  of  wind  and  welkin  we  derive 
To    still    canals ;    we   choke   the   throat   of 

time ; 

And  to  defeat  life's  floating  tenure  seek 
To  multiply  sub-tenancies  to  fate 
And  lodge  our  judgment  sure,  in  ranks  of 

space 

And  files  of  time,  Procrustean  intervals, 
Causation  baulked  or  eked  with  axioms, 
And  nature's  Omne  analysed  to  Nil. 
Vandals ! — who  cannot  celebrate  nor  know 
The  vigour  of  creation  till  we  steel 
The  soul  of  motion  with  a  spinal  cord, 
Give  wings  to  fortune  and  a  limp  to  fate, 
And  all  the  other  paltry  balderdash 
We  poets  litter,  dainty  glossarists, 
Snoring  a  mystic  Mani-padme-aom. 


For  Art  is  idiom,  not  beauty.     Streams 
Throat  a  division  careless  of  the  scale, 
And  in  default  of  logic  jargon  on. 
But  we  are  thin-drawn  shadows  of  old  time, 
Slaves  of  the  furrow,  glosses  on  the  text ; 
Our  very  minds  are  obsolete,  like  light 
New    come    from    Shakespeare's    suns — an 

ancient  force 

Tamed  to  a  means  immediate,  all  we  know 
(Ephemerals !)  of  the  present ;   yet  we  boast 
Five  lonely  senses,  and  a  drowsy  soul, 
A  cynic  judge  of  fustian,  rushed,  and  prone 
To  take  for  certain  what  it  doubted  true  ! 
Oh  !  babble  not  of  beauty.     Poet,  pause  ! 
Read  Truth  in  inches  of  opinion,  Art 
By  metre,  Genius  per  unit.     Mark 
The  scaled  survey  of  Feeling,  mapped  com- 
plete 

With  Fancy's  new  triangulated  peaks, 
And  fields  of  Fact : — a  world  facsimile, 
Impregnably  detached  by  laws  designed 
In  self-defence  ;    an  universal  wheel — 
Where  teeth  of  reason  slip  the  cogs  of  truth, 
Yet,  wizard-architect  of  error,  Man 
Builds  his  significance  in  clouds,  and  there 
Lives  self-enchanted  in  his  heaven  of  art. 


A  VASE  OF  BLUE  FLOWERED 
ENAMEL 

A  PORCELAIN  sky — 

And  even  the  winds  are  blue  with  thunder  : 
High   toneless  shadows   guard   a  field   of 
wonder 

In  sombre  heraldry. 

What  sea-swept  star, 

What  planet  torn  but  insolent 
Has   built   those   moonlight  sunflowers 
dominant 

O'er  waste  worlds  wide  and  far  ? 

A  polar  plain 

Doleful  with  crisp  encrusted  snows, 
Where  if  a  morsel  melt,  a  twinkle  shows 

It  straight  is  ice  again. 


Those  hoops  of  steel 

That  gird  and  grapple  mackerel  skies, 
Which  as  the  outer  impulse  heaves  and 
sighs, 

Swell  and  recoil  and  reel — 

Those  gorgeous  bars 

Have  warped  at  last  their  brittle  skein, 
And  from  the  rifted  estuaries  of  rain 

And  threshold  of  the  stars, 

Deathless  and  stark 

And  rivetted  with  trenchant  dew, 
Blossoms  the  flowery  armour  of  the  blue 

Beleaguering  the  dark. 
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ART 

HAIR,  sun  and  sunset,  gorse  and  sand  are 

gold; 

How  much  is  seen  unfelt,  and  felt  untold  ! 
What  hit  or  miss  'twixt  throat  and  brain  and 

heart ! 

How  rich  is  Nature,  and  how  slender  Art ! 

% 

My  planet  dreams  I  fix  in  stars  of  thought. 
A    child    would    laugh    that    universe    to 

naught — 

Those  coloured  forms,  dimensionless,  astray, 
Cast  at  a  venture  in  another's  way. 

A  deathless  nothing,  flatulent  on  dearth, 
The  ripple  writes  its  destiny  on  earth, 
Its  destiny  and  hers ;   and  passing  sight, 
Ruffles  the  ocean  of  the  infinite. 
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BURMA 


SNOWFIELD  and  paddy-field  and  tide  and  lea, 
And  Burma  crawling  slowly  out  to  sea. 


BASKET-BALL 


Chin-16n  dropping,  and  an  instep  curled — 
A  Burman  tiptoe  on  a  rolling  world. 

THE    ENGLISH 

The  English  sitting  at  their  awkward  ease, 
With  folded  arms  and  cantilevered  knees. 

THE    VILLAGE    PWE  l 

Burmans  and  moons  in  petticoats  of  light, 
The  jungle  swimming  in  her  gown  of  night. 


1  Pwe,  an  assembly  ;  especially  to  witness  an  all-night  operatic 
show. 
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RICE-FIELDS    IN    MARCH 

Smooth    skies,    white    birds,    and    fields    of 

yellow  drought 
All  patched  and  tattered  like  a  hpongyee's  1 

clout. 

RICE-FIELDS    IN    AUGUST 

Culm-armies  in  a  marsh :   a  driving  lapse 
Of   rain-shafts    frittered    o'er    the    seething 
gaps. 

THE    SECRETARIAT 

The  Secretariat ;   where  Wisdom  doth 
Muse  on  a  mullion  and  an  azimuth. 

THE    BUDDHA-RUPA 

In  the  mad  night  of  clutching  jungles  lost, 
The  Buddha — with  spread  knees  and  ankles 
crossed. 

A    BURMESE    CHILD 

Seraphic  face  and  fringed  aureole — 
A  human  topknot  o'er  the  roguish  whole. 
\ 

A    BURMESE    STUDENT 

A  smiling  plenilunar  face ; — behind, 

A  smooth  and  scalloped  mushroom  of  a  mind. 

1  Hpongyee,  a  Burmese  Buddhist  monk. 


SONGS  OF  THE  JURORS 


MIGHT  souls  pause  as  a  ship, 

And  all  their  tackle  bright 
Fold  in  a  star  and  slip 

A  silver  anchor  in  the  roads  of  night — 

One  lantern  at  the  mast 

Dropping  so  many  a  ray 
That  all  that  harbour  vast 

Lies  spellbound  in  a  net  till  dawn  of  day ; 

No  gust  to  taut  her  shrouds 

Or  curl  the  dark  lagoon  ; 
Cabled  above  the  clouds 

And  easy  sorcery  of  a  froward  moon  ; — 

Then  might  a  guilty  heart 

Settle  itself  and  know 
Life's  issues  on  the  chart 

And    tides    of    consciousness    at    ebb    or 
flow; 
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Not  petulant  to  own 

What  any  scruple  saith, 
Nor,  hopeless  to  atone 

For  error,  run  a  derelict  on  death ; 

Pale  as  the  steady  stars 

That  flush  not  at  the  sun, 
Nor  feel  his  glory  mars 

The  magic  of  the  boon  they  had  begun, 

But  melt  as  morning  snows 

That  are  too  young  for  pain, 
Or  as  a  cloud  that  knows 

The  innocence  of  sunshine  after  rain. 

So  guilty  souls  or  pure, 

Content  betimes  to  wait 
Their  twilight-hour,  and  sure 

To  fade  before  the  final  dawn  of  fate, — 

With  thought  of  future  bliss 

Too  impotent  to  cope, 
Save  that  their  aim  is  this, 

And  memory  lends  a  dignity  to  hope — 

Lean  on  the  night,  and  hail, 

All  guilty  though  they  are, 
On  the  dark  seas  a  sail, 

And  through  the  horror  of  the  heavens, 
a  star. 


SONGS  OF  THE  JURORS 
ii 

OH  !  not  so  foolish  are  the  eyes 
That  read  their  fortune  in  the  skies 

Where  all  their  altars  are, 
From  frugal  moon  and  lavish  sun 
And  neighbour  planets  born  on  every  one 

And  quivering  distant  star  ; 
For  I  have  seen  a  moonbeam  break 
The  mountain  of  a  marble  lake, 
And  fret  a  sea  to  laughter 
Whose  languid  waves  thereafter 

For  very  joy  did  shake, 
Rocked  on  the  league-long  tremor  of  her 
ancient  wake. 

And  if  thin  moonshine  has  some  force 
To  shatter  seas,  a  planet's  course 

May  well  have  influence  too  ; 
The  sun,  the  bailiff  of  our  state, 
Who  takes  our  bodies  all  in  duplicate, 

One  garish  and  one  blue ; 
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The  stars  that  beacon  on  the  towers 
Of  human  rooms  and  human  hours, 
And  are  so  quaintly  made 
That  our  light  is  their  shade, 

So  soon  they  cede  their  powers 
And  pass  to  fairer  fields  and  cleaner  days 
than  ours ! 

Clouds  have  an  innocent  pretence 
To  mirror  human  innocence  ; 

Their  penance  is  no  pain  : 
They  bear  their  burden,  shed  their  tears, 
A  little  light  their  little  shadow  clears 

And  shreds  their  vapoury  skein  ; 
Till  lightened  of  all  guilty  taint, 
The  dying  sun  awhile  doth  paint 
Their  bodies  all  so  fair 
They  turn  to  fire  or  air, 

As  might  a  glory  faint 

That  floated  o'er  the  forehead  of  a  dying 
saint. 

And  the  great  arch  and  cope  of  blue 
Must  bear  the  import  of  the  True, 

Or  what  on  earth  is  sure  ? 
It  is  the  colour  of  the  main 
Woven    in    earth-born    mesh    of   darker 
grain, 

And  yet  a  fabric  pure  ; 
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And  though  its  mind-deep  ardour  tense 

May  satisfy  or  baffle  sense, 

It  is  the  blossom  born 

Of  human  stone  and  thorn, 

Bedrock  of  our  defence, 
And  postulate  of  universal  innocence. 

My  mind  is  then  averse  to  say 
To  aught  that  was  or  will  be,  Nay, 
When  Justice  deepens  all  the  sky 
With  token  of  her  sentence  high 

In  kuanos  archaic, 
Taking  the  values  of  the  earth, 
All  good  and  evil,  death  and  birth, 
And  from  anomaly  and  norm 
So  pure  a  pattern  she  doth  form, 

So  simple  a  mosaic. 

But  as  she  needs  no  ornament 

Of  clouds  as  lacquer  to  her  tent, 

But  makes  them  weep  to  make  her  smile 

Or  speeds  them  on  a  soft  exile 

While  Zephyr  fans  behind  : 
So  I,  the  voice  of  banishment 
Or  healing  to  the  penitent, 
Should  any  leaden  vapour  break 
The  colour  of  her  arc,  would  take 

The  office  of  the  wind. 


And  yet  I  know  that  men  are  just 
Not  as  they  will  but  as  they  must, 
For  'tis  the  alchymy  of  time 
That  he  who  meditates  a  crime 

Will  act  a  paradox ; 
Then  if  my  vote  be  honest,  I 
Will  judge  thine  action  by  thine  eye, 
Since  in  an  audit  just  'tis  best 
To  count  the  swallows  in  their  nest 

And  in  their  fold  the  flocks. 

But  human  eyes,  although  they  roll 
The  inmost  secret  of  the  soul, 
Cannot  in  their  small  orbit  hold 
The  soul  that  all  that  secret  told  ; 

So  truth  its  bias  owns ; 
For  as  he  may,  not  as  he  ought, 
Man  takes  the  honey  of  his  thought, 
And  o'er  his  heart  his  vision  closes 
As  bees  upon  the  heart  of  roses 

And  butterflies  on  stones. 

Then,  stranger,  fear  not  to  declare 
Thy  deed  of  fire  to  men  of  air 

Whose  coolness  is  thy  coat ; 
For  they  alone  are  truly  wise 
Who  feel  the  stigma  latent  in  their  eyes 

And  know  their  voice  a  vote  ; 
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For  some  are  blinded  by  the  sun 
And  see  not  what  themselves  have  done, 
Some  like  the  moon  must  own 
Their  little  light  a  loan, 

And  some  too  bravely  run 
Cloudlike  from  star  to  star,  nor  know  the 
heaven  of  Justice  one. 
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THE  GOLDEN  CHERSONESE 

SINCE  Himawunta  crimped  thy  hills 
And  rivers  in  their  grooves  inlaid, 

As  some  niello-worker  fills 

With  filigree  his  hammered  blade, 

And  wreathes  in  foliation  deep 
Scarce  visible  his  figured  part, 

So  histories  in  thy  jungle  sleep 
Where  wake  the  wonders  of  thine  art. 

Who  built  the  kilns  of  Hmawza  ?     Who 
Pointed  the  ardours  of  the  grey 

Flame-pyramid  of  Tha-byin-nyu  ? 
God  knows  not  such  an  art  in  clay. 

The  lotus- towers  of  Angkor  rise 
In  swamp  and  forest ;   and  Pagan 

Buried  in  burning  sand  defies 
The  scattered  dust  of  Kubla  Khan. 
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Though  Alaung-sithu's  Cave  is  decked 
With  prayer  more  sweet  than  lotus-scroll, 

Though  Damayan's  great  glooms  reflect 
The  terrors  of  Narathu's  soul, 

Nameless  the  architect  who  gave 
Each  terrace  tongues  of  rapt  desire, 

Who  made  each  portal's  architrave 
Lick  up  the  walls  like  flattened  fire, 

Who  narrowed  to  a  point  of  light 

The  stooping  vault,  the  steepening  stair, 

And  heaved  in  epicyclic  night 
The  silent  cloisters  tall  and  bare. 

There  sits  alone  the  Buddha.     Calm 
He  bends  o'er  earth  his  forehead  wide ; 

His  rounded  knees  are  spread  ;   his  arm 
Falls  forward  as  a  plunging  tide ; 

His  brooding  eyelids  dome ;   his  lips 
A  solemn  distant  smile  expand  ; 

The  robe  across  his  bosom  slips 
Toward  the  levels  of  his  hand. 

He  touches  earth.     Dynamic  Thought 
Has  Mara's  armies  put  to  flight, 

Unravelled  fate  through  fate,  yet  wrought 
No  wrinkle  on  his  visage  white. 


This  face  a  thousand  thousand  spires 
Called  up  along  the  plain,  and  still 

With  leaf  of  flaming  gold  it  fires 
The  crest  of  every  tangled  hill. 

From  Chaukpala's  embowered  abyss 
To  Lawkananda's  open  strand, 

Where  Myinkaba's  old  channels  kiss 
And  coil  their  tamarinds  in  sand, 

As  far  as  Popa's  stormy  lip 

Where  frowns  the  Mahagiri  witch 

To  see  Sarabha's  gateway  strip 
Her  potence  to  a  painted  niche, 

Close-huddled  folk  and  kings  who  dared 
In  myriad  temples,  mile  on  mile, 

To  soar  beyond  Samsara,  spared 
No  palace  room,  no  civic  pile : 

No  pomp  of  avenues  or  towers 
Like  Yasovarman's  moated  seat 

In  Angkor,  where  the  jungle  flowers 
Entangle  Mahesvara's  feet. 

To  Tilominlo's  coloured  heights 
At  dawn  the  cactus-shadows  win  ; 

Eve  o'er  the  tarnished  river  lights 
The  candles  of  Gawdawpalin  ; 
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By  night,  beyond  the  acacia  boughs 
Warped  upward  as  an  outstretched  hand, 

The  porches  of  Ananda  drowse 

In  scrolls  of  silver  moonlight  spanned. 

Within,  the  Cosmic  Cycles  wait 
Review  by  four  colossal  Powers, 

While  pigmy  people  bowed  with  fate 
File  on  and  kneel  and  lay  their  flowers. 

What  men  are  we  !     Our  infidel 

And  tender-horned  souls  rely 
On  casing  churches  squat — the  shell 

We  shrink  into  awhile  to  die. 

Impersonal,  unseen,  the  fire 

Of  life,  whose  tinder  all  things  are, 

Mid  smoking  jungle  lifts  its  spire, 

Where  mind  and  matter  writhe  and  jar. 

Yet  feel  we,  under  death  and  birth, 

In  masonry  of  souls  proceed 
Man's  architecture  of  his  earth, 

Built  not  on  luxury  but  need. 
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IDOLA  TRIBUS 

AH  !  huddled  o'er  thy  world,  thou  plodman 

Mind, 

Ill-victualled  off  a  field 
That  yearly  less  doth  yield, 
Whose  seeds  of  fact  thin  crop  of  inference 

find; 

Obedient — blind 

To  thy  Desire  (the  god  who  god  denies)  : 
Yet  deeming  truth  to  spill 
From  thy  mechanic  mill 
While  groping  fingers  follow  poring  eyes. 

Oh !  lean  Imagination,  glutton  nice, 
Thou  sorry  Midas,  bold 
To  make,  not  eat,  thy  gold, 
Whose  very  power  has  pinched   thee    like 

a  vice ; 
Thou  pay'st  the  price 
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Of  thine  own  godhead,  doubting  it.     Thy 
curse, 

(Omnipotence  thy  toy) 

To  build  and  to  destroy, 
To  love  and  ne'er  enjoy  thine  universe. 

Oh  !   brave,  wan,  panting,  abstract,  human 

Soul, 

How  seeming-certain  !     How 
Impossible  art  thou, 
Created  part,  pretending  to  be  whole ! 

Time— Matter — roll 
Insurgent  on  thy  feigned  divinity. 
Hug  thou  thine  own  conceit — 
None  else  believes  in  it — 
Lest  when  thou  doubtest  thine  own  creed, 
thou  die ! 
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THE  AUTUMNAL  EQUINOX 


THE  autumnal  equinox 
Climbs  o'er  the  sultrier  tropics  like  a  flag 
Swiftly    advanced,    whose    sodden    foldings 
drag 

Sheer  up  a  prostrate  sky 
Stiff  pillared  trains  and  broideries  that  lag 
In  tattered  lines  and  drift  of  grey  fluidity. 


ii 

Now  the  dank  firmament 
Breaks  up  his  floor  of  crass  alluvial  cloud, 
As  if  the  Sun  that  shallow  acre  ploughed 

With  vivid  share  oblique, 
Through  rift  and  crack  and  furrow  ribbed 

and  bowed 

Angular  glints,  plumb  shafts,  and  widespread 
rayings  leak. 


Ill 

Our  cosmic  crucible 
Yawns.     The   round    earth   in   vapour   lost 

or  lit 
Floats  o'er  the  bubbling  funnel  of  a  pit. 

Within  the  crater  wall 

Sheer  jagged  clouds  shoot  up  submerging  it : 
As  by  a  flue  they  rise  and  day's  slim  lustres 
fall. 

IV 

A  vast  necropolis — 

Pylon  and  peristyle  and  plinth  and  pier — 
Can  scarce  uphold  the  sagging  atmosphere  ; 

Till,  like  a  spectre  fled, 
In  smoke  of  heat  gone  up  and  vapour  clear 
The   middle  dome  is  lifted   and   the   garth 
outspread. 


Terraqueous  masonry, 

Great  juts  and  gleaming  quarries  of  the  air, — 
How  soon  they  melt  while  fluted  whirlwinds 

their 

Cyclopian  hammers  swing  ! 
By  heavenly  lists  the  gods  with  floating  hair 
Along  their  elbows  lean  and  listen  wonder- 
ing. 
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VI 


They  watch  the  ordinance 
Of    games    celestial.     The    storm    coursers 

sweep 
A  serpent-rimmed  chariot  o'er  the  deep : 

Three  towering  Phantoms  strain 
Forth   o'er   the   surging   gulphs   of  vapour 

steep 

With  head  and  hair  flung  back  and  hands 
that  clutch  the  rein. 


VII 

Some  poise  a  pyramid 
Secure  upon  its  apex,  and  each  side 
They  gird  about  with  dragons.    So  they  ride 

And  their  slant  lightnings  twire. 
But  when  awry  their  lurching  castles  slide, 
Sidelong  aloft  they  leap  and  fade  in  vapoury 
fire. 


VIII 

In  seas  diaphanous 
Of  waves  and  winglets  limned  and  antique 

art, 
Like  Xiphias  these  through  ravell'd  waters 

dart, 


While  those  with  hollow  hip 
Stretch  shouldering  endlong  o'er  the  waves 

they  part, 

And   some   with   lifted    flukes   like   forging 
dolphins  dip. 


IX 

At  eve  the  furnaces 

Of  heaven  are  all  abroach.     Behind  the  grill 
Fire-forking  tongues  of  lava  crawl  and  spill. 

God's  crimson-armoured  sons 
Lead  on  their  battles  up  the  burning  hill 
'Neath    pennons    fang'd,    and    square    and 
streaming  gonfalons. 


Their  blazon  tarnishes. 
Of  all  the  purple  pageant  naught  remains 
Save    where    toward    the    zenith    vapoury 
skeins, 

Orb  within  orb,  aspire — 
Stray  knots  and  bearded  nebulas  and  veins 
Of  finest  tissue  frayed  in  subtil  dust  of  fire. 
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XI 

After  long  loneliness 
In    narrow    gloom    encompassed    and    wet 

shade, 
Our    globe    at   last   hath    her    enlargement 

made.^ 

She  swimmeth  pure  and  bright 
Through  leagues  of  opening  radiancy  to  aid 
Her    sisterhood,    the    choral    companies    of 
night. 


THE    END 
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